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HERBERT.

Do you see, my lord,
There is the King talking with Walter Map ?

BECKET,

He hath the Pope's last letters, and they threaten
The immediate thunder-blast of interdict:
Yet he can scarce be touching upon those,
Or scarce would smile that fashion.

HERBERT.

Winter sunshine!

Beware of opening out thy bosom to it,
Lest thou, myself, and all thy flock should catch
An after ague-fit of trembling.    Look !
He bows, he bares his head, he is coming hither.
Still with a smile.

Enter KING HENRY and WALTER MAP.

HKNRY.

We have had so many hours together, Thomas,

So many happy hours alone together,

That I would speak with you once more alone.